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Mrs Mar. You see my friendship by my freedom. Come,
be as sincere, acknowledge that your sentiments agree
with mine. Mrs Fain. Never. Mrs Mar. You hate mankind ? Mrs Fain. Heartily, inveterately. Mrs Mar. Your husband ? Mrs Fain. Most transcendently; ay, though I say it,
meritoriously.
Mrs Mar. Give me your hand upon it. Mrs Fain. There. Mrs Mar. I join with you; what I have said has been to
try you. Mrs Fain. Is it possible? Dost thou hate those vipers,
men? Mrs Mar. I have done hating *em, and am now come to
despise 3em; the next thing I have to do, is eternally
to forget^^m. Mrs Fain. There spoke the spirit of an Amazon, a Pen-
thesilea. Mrs Mar. And yet I am thinking sometimes to cany my
aversion further. Mrs Fain. How? Mrs Mar. Faith, by marrying; if I could but find one
that loved me very well, and would be thoroughly
sensible of ill-usage, I think I should do myself the
violence of undergoing the ceremony. Mrs Fain. You would not make him a cuckold ? Mrs Mar. No; but I'd make him believe I did, and that's
as bad.
Mrs Fain. Why had not you as good do it? Mrs Mar. O if he should ever discover it, he would then
know the worst, and be out of his pain; but I would
have him ever to continue upon the rack of fear and
jealousy. Mrs Fain. Ingenious mischief! Would thou wert married
to Mirabell,